ONE  THOUSAND  FAMOUS  THINGS	III
The Day is Near
nnnE time of universal peace is near:
JL    Prove this a prosperous day.
Shakespeare
The Philosophy of Sir Toby Belch
d
ost thou think because thou art virtuous there shall be no
more cakes and ale f     Sir Toby Belch in Twelfth Night
Tomorrow
t
omorrow, and tomorrow, and tomorrow.
Creeps in this petty pace from day to day,
To the last syllable of recorded time ;
And all our yesterdays have lighted fools
The way to dusty death.    Out, out, brief candle !
Life's but a walking shadow, a poor player
That struts and frets his hour upon the stage,
And then is heard no more ;  it is a tale
Told by an idiot, full of sound and fury,
Signifying nothing.       Shakespeare
She Never Told Her Love
s
he never told her love
But let concealment, like a worm i* the bud,
Feed on her damask, cheek ;  she pined in thought,
And with a green and yellow melancholy
She sat like Patience on a monument,
Smiling at grief.	Twelfth Night
Bottom the Weaver Comes Upon a Wonder
rj^iTANiA:  Thou art as wise as thou art beautiful.
•*•    Bottom:  Not so, neither :  but if I had wit enough to
get out of this wood I have enough to serve mine own turn*
Titania;  Out of this wood do not desire to go :
Thou shalt remain here, whether thou wilt or no«
I arn a spirit of no common rate ;
The summer still doth tend upon my state»
And I do love thee :  therefore, go with me ;
I'll give thee fairies to attend on thee,
And they shall fetch thee jewels from the deep,
And sing while thou on pressed flowers dost sleep :
And I will purge thy mortal grossness so
That thou shait like an airy spirit go.
Midsummer Night's Dream

